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NEW YORK. 


•'A FTER a year and a half of 
intensive research, I am 
convinced that James Earl 
Ray was paid to kill Dr. Mar- 
f tin LutheT King Jr. He was 
jjiot recompensed by a ficti- 
tious character named 
/‘Raoul," but by a business- 
man or businessmen in Atlan- 
ta or Birmingham. 

He took his payoff, and tried 
flee to Rhodesia, with 
‘ovhom the U. S; had no extra- 
dition pact, when the Federal 
; Bureau . of Investigation re- 
quested its British counter- 
parts to pick The Smiler up in 
t JEngland. r 

Consider: Ray had $10.50 a 
few days before the murder at 
the Lorraine Motel in Mem- 
phis. At the Aeromarine Sup- 
ply Co. outside the Bir- 
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He bragged to fellow con- 
mmgham Airport, he paid vi c ts that somebody must 

about $245 for a rifle and h ave \ yeen paid to kill Pre»- 


He drove his Mustang north a Charlie Chaplin movie, 
on Main, then south into Mis- The tw«o stickup men backed 
sissippi — only 12 miles away out of the store, and backed 

while Memphis put out a into a breadman loaded with 

city alarm, not an all points loaves, who couldn’t see over • 

one. He was in Atlanta by 6 the top. The bread fell every- 

A M where on the sidewalk. 

He drove up over a hill at - 
80. Police arrived. They fol- 
lowed him at 80. At the top of 
the hill, the police were 
stunned to see James E*arl 
Ray coming back into town at 
80. He ran the car across a 
field and into a bam. The 
cops fanned out near a hum- 


A. M. 

Ray known in penitenti- 
ary circles as a “loser." He 
could not rob a bank success- 
fully if the vault door was 
open and aill the police worked 
for him. Ray hated blacks, 
but not to the point of vio- 
lence. 




telescopic sight two days be- 
fore the murder. 

He rode in a white Mustang 
worth $2000 in the retail mar- 
ket. He phoned an hour after 
Spying the rifle and said it 
:.was too small. Aeromarine 
masked him to return in the 
j morning to buy a heavier gun. 

v:> Price did not matter. He 
stood in the bathtub of a 
.rooming house on Main Street 
(looking at the Lorraine Motel 
, most of the afternoon of April 
,4th, 1968. Lodgers knocked 

^ loudly to use the facilities, but 
..Ray remained with his rifle 
‘ r ofi the ledge, looking through 
binoculars and a scope. • 

He hit King once, through 
the right jaw, aiming down- 
ward and to the left, nicking 
the top of the trachea, the bul- 
let severing the spinal cord 
: between the shoulder blades 
‘ and dying between two verte- 
"Tfraes. ” 

#* * * . S. TJr • • • 

H E LEFT his gun. with fin- 
gerprints, his binoculars, 
fihisr underwear and other items 
Hn front of Canipe’s store next 
-to 'the rooming house, as 
though the identity of the kil- 
ler would not matter. 

•a*** 


ident Kennedy, and he would 
like to make "one big lick" 
like that. 

In 1959, when Ray got out of 
stir for ruining an easy rob- 
bery, he decided to hold up a 
supermarket. As a confeder- 
ate, he selected a coughing 
consumptive. At 9:06 A. M, on 
July 11th, the two begfan a 
comedy of errors suitable for 
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mock of trees ✓ 

Ray’s confederate came out, 
coughing and begging the po- 
lice to take him back to the 
penitentiary. "I don’t get good 
care when I’m out," he said. 
Ray escaped. 

• • • 

A YEAR before the assass- 
ination of the Rev. King, 
Ray took a course in barten* 
dmg in Los Angeles. Drinks 
are the same in Rhodesia as 
anywhere else, like the sound 
of barking dogs. Also, he 
would be in a country where 
the white was supremo and 
the Negro supine. 

Ray was lucky that King re- 
quired two minutes, standing 
still on the Lorraine porch, to 
ask Ben Branch to play "Oh, 
Precious Lord." The target 
was perfect. It was over 200 
feet away, but, through the 
scope, 35 feet. 

James Earl Ray, the all- 
time loser, made his one ‘‘big 
lick." It was paid for, of that 
you may be sure. Perhaps he 
is waiting for the state of Ten- 
nesse to make him an offer of 
parole before divulging the 
real story. If so, he'll wait a 
long, Inog time because Ten- 
nessee wants to forget it. 
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